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Sweet Wine. 
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He stood outside the main window, tears staining his rosy cheeks. 


There was no way he was going to stood up. If it was at least someone he found half way decent looking, he 


wouldn't be so offended. But the bass player? Really? 
He rubbed his eyes and sat down on one of the cheap pieces of patio furniture. 
Bloody hell, the fucking bass player, he thought to himself. 


He looked around, making sure there weren't some pricks with cameras hiding out waiting to catch a glimpse of 


the all mighty Jimmy Page crying. 


All mighty, yeah right. He could play guitar and have the best time on stage, but off was where he never 


wanted to be. It only brought him terrible troubles that didn't seem to quit until he was in tears and so upset 
he didn't know what to do with himself. 


Fucking Robert and his need to fuck everybody in the band. It wasn't so bad if Robert was just having sex with 
whoever but the fact he was having dinner with fucking Jonesy and acting all bloody romantic was ticking 


Jimmy off. 


He weighed his options, he could always storm in there and have sex with Robert, which he was in much need 
of doing. Or he could sit out here until they fucked, though Jimmy was sure John Paul hadn't the first clue 
how to go about that. 


He sighed and decided it wasn't worth sticking around anymore. Robert was about as slutty as they came and 
seeing them doing a thing that he had thought was only for him and Robert might push him over the edge. 


He began walking down the muddy road, thinking about everything he could possibly think of. He had worn his 


best shoes and clothes and even took two showers before he came over to surprise Robert. 


He easily could have gone out and found some girls, many girls actually, but he wanted to be with Robert. And 
now Robert had moved on from him to Jonesy, which in Jimmy's mind was the worst possible decision you 


could ever make. 
He didn't hate the guy before but he sure as hell did now. 


Jimmy couldn't exactly figure out why he felt so strongly and protective over Robert but it had all the 
makings of being in love. Which he wouldn't accept, so rather he pretended it was a brotherly thing. 


Sexually, Jimmy had the hardest time getting off. Robert was the first to actually make sex somewhat 
enjoyable because he didn't hesitate to tie him up or hit him. All the groupies would get wide eyed when he 
demanded that of him and usually he ended up kicking them out. The one time though, Robert walked in while 
Jimmy was trying to finish the job and it took off from there. And, of course, Jimmy helped Robert with the 


problem he was battling once he was done. 


A lot of things were said afterwards and though Jimmy was hung up on it being a heat of the moment kind of 
thing, Robert had said he loved him. Jimmy couldn't for the life of him figure out if he meant it or not. He 
wouldn't dare ask because that'd be awkward and it would definitely make him think twice about the dirty 
things they'd been doing behind closed doors. 


He absentmindedly kicked a rock and it landed in a particularly muddy puddle to the right of him, "Oh fuck, 
that's really just great." He tried to brush off some of the mud but it only smeared it more, making the pants 


look even worse. 


Taking a deep breath and massaging his temple, he tried to think of something good as to not completely lose it 


because of some mud on his pants. 


Sighing, he decided it was time to tell Robert how he felt because it was only a matter of time before Robert 


was screwing Bonzo on his drum kit. 


